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Obey Your Master 


Author's Notes: 
PwP Jamon, enjoy :) 


Also, I don't think it counts quite as dub-con, since Jason would have stopped had James truly wanted him to. 


It's pretty much consensual,unless the reader has something else in mind. All's up to one's imagination ;) 


Jason sat back on his heels to admire his handiwork, a cocky grin spreading across his face. He didn't 
understand why in the world he had been so afraid of doing this, and the sight that met him made his hard 
dick twitch. It was enough to reassure him that this was probably the best idea he had ever had. It was his 
turn to play the game, not just sit back and take everything he was dished out. Time for payback. 


In front of him on the white sheets of the king size bed the hotel room had to offer, lay James. His wrists 
were tied up to the bed posts with wire cables, and covering his eyes was the fabric of a red and black 
bandana. He cursed and hissed, his shoulder muscles flexing and body writhing to attempt to free himself from 
his shackles, his blonde curls splayed across his back and over his snarling face like a golden waterfall. He 
looked perfectly delicious, all that expanse of tan skin revealed before Jason's hungry eyes. The fact that he 


had his pert juicy ass on display didn't take away from it. Jason had only managed to overpower the taller man 
by making sure he had the exact right amount of alcohol. Enough to make the singer sluggish and slow but not 
enough for his mind to black out. He wanted James to remember everything, no matter what the 


consequences were. 


‘So... purred Jason as he sank down onto the mattress between James long, spread legs. They were round and 


meaty, the thighs begging to be fondled. 


‘Fuckin’ Newkid.. fuckin! Jason, you better lemme up or I'll kill your sorry ass..! grumbled James, but his 


threats sounded more than a little pathetic given the position he was in He wasn't dangerous at the moment. 


‘Yeah, whatever. You're gonna do that anyway, might as well let me have my fun first, Jason replied cockily, 


surprised and proud of his own steady words. Of his own courage. 
‘And what the fuck is that? James‘ voice grunted, sounding smaller, weaker. 


Jason didn't hesitate to emphasise what he meant by placing his palms against the backs of James‘ knees, 
watching James‘ back and legs muscles tense up as he gently dragged them up the length of James’ naked 
thighs. He felt the course hair, stopping as he met the junction of James‘ thighs and ass. Rubbing his thumbs 
against the more delicate flesh he found there, he could have sworn he heard a gasp and it wasn't his own. His 
hands dared to venture higher as he became bolder, James had yet to curse his name, his fingertips tracing 
the curve of James‘ ass cheeks with feather light gentleness. The globes clenched beneath his touch, and 
Jason watched with wonder as the pale skin flushed pink beneath his touches. He found it amusing how the 
rest of James body was a rich tan, almost like maple syrup, while his ass was white as snow. Made for a good 


contrast. 
‘See? Ain't so bad, is it?‘ Jason chuckled, realizing he had control. He held all the reigns. 


‘Fuck you.“ breathed James, obviously distraught as one daring fingertip ran along his crack. 
‘Well, I'm not the one gettin’ fucked tonight: 


Jason noticed the way James‘ body trembled when the delivered statement sunk in, but instead of throwing a 
fit as the bassist had expected, James went silent and his body was almost pliant. So Jason took a moment to 
shift closer, mouth watering as his eyes travelled from the ass up the narrow waist, onto broad shoulders 
and back again. He could perfectly make out the tint jut of each vertebrae, and the sheen of sweat forming at 
the small of James‘ back. Without sinking, the smaller man bent down to drag his tongue against the damp skin, 
tasting sweat as James‘ body jolted beneath him. Another flick of his tongue earned him a quiet purr. 


‘If | didn't know any better, I'd say you were turned on by this, Het,‘ Jason cooed. 


No answer came from above, and Jason grinned again. He'd always had a feeling that James wouldn't be as 


difficult to dominate as he made himself out to be. Macho man my ass, he thought. James' overbearing 


masculinity was nothing but a facade, serving to hide his true self. And right now that true self was beginning 
to come through and out of its shell. 


‘Don't worry, | won't tell anybody what a chick you are. 


Jason got up off the bed swiftly, and took the opportunity to unzip his tight black jeans. His cock rubbing up 
against the cramped space they offered wasn't exactly the most pleasant experience, he'd rather be free. Once 
he parted the flaps, his tented cotton underwear gave him some sort of relief but also enough restrain. Man, 


he had no plans on making this session quick. 


Crossing the floor he padded over to his duffle bag, crouching to retrieve the item he needed. The bottle of 
strawberry scented lube he had been looking for greeted him when he dug his hand into one of the smaller 
pockets. It had been purchased several weeks ago for this exact purpose, but Jason had chickened out every 
chance he got. Until now. Still clutching the bottle in hand, he almost skipped back over to the bedside and 
plopped down. Then his hands were back on James‘ ass, his grip firmer this time as he used his thumbs to 
part the cheeks and reveal his target. There it was, his treasure. A dark, rosy pucker standing out against the 
milky pale flesh surrounding it. He was going to get his dick in there before the night was over, and it twitched 
in approval of that knowledge. James' hips made a futile attempt to wriggle free, but Jason just pinned them 


down harder. 


‘Don't play fuckin’ innocent with me, Jamie, you know you want it; the bassist reprimanded, keeping the 
delectable cheeks spread. 


He could tell James had showered recently, because he still smelled of washing soap although it mingled with 
the male musk that was James‘ own scent. Perfect. With one hand still keeping his current obsession revealed 
and in sight, the other went to work attempting to flip the cap of the lube open. It took longer than Jason 
would have liked, seeing as he only had one hand free but finally the tiny popping noise echoed through the 
room. The hitched breath James produced when he realized what was happening sent lustful shivers down 
Jason's spine. His cock throbbed hard, and he watched himself drip a heavier amount of lube than needed onto 
and around his target. The pucker fluttered when a cold glob hit it spot on, James‘ body following suit. Jason 
almost laughed at the absurdity of the moment, when he paid attention to the fact that the lube bore a faint 
pinkish shade. Pink, strawberry scented lube would grant him access to James’ ass. If only Lars and Kirk could 


see them now. 

‘The fuck's that..2* mumbled James, his nose sniffing. 

‘Strawberry, Jason snickered. 

It took a moment for James to process that apparently, and then he simply replied, ‘pussy: 


‘Yeah, you are. Speaking of pussy, yours is mighty fine. | think she wants me, don't you? She keeps fuckin’ 
twitching: 


Jason would have laughed again, had it not been a tad inappropriate, when he could see what was exposed of 
the singer's face slowly take on a burning crimson flush. It went all the way down to his neck and onto his 
shoulders. Now that was something you didn't get every day, a flustered James. He would have to make a 


mental note of that. James' machismo needed a kick in the balls, or too. 


Jason's attention shifted back to what was supposed to be on his mind, watched with wide and eager eyes as 
he rubbed the tip of his index finger against the rose at his disposal. It twitched and fluttered when he applied 
slight pressure against it, and then he went on to rub some more. Each time he repeated the action, the 
pucker seemed to open up to him more and more. Rub, rub, press, rub, rub, rub. A heavy sigh filtered 
through the tense air of the room, and Jason glanced up to find James’ lips parted. His shoulders appeared to 
be heaving a little more noticeably now. | knew you fuckin’ liked it, Jason smugly deduced. Then he pressed 
harder against the cherry, feeling it give way and watching as the tip of his finger sunk in up to the first 


knuckle. Wow. 
‘Uhn.: was James’ intelligible drawl, the blonde's forehead dropping down onto the soft pillows. 


Taking a moment to revel in the sensation of his first taste of James‘ pulsing tight ass, the smaller man 
rutted his finger in and out just a couple of times. It earned him a mewl, and when he withdrew the digit there 
was a disappointed grunt. Oh yes, did James enjoy this alright. Making sure to slick two of his fingers up with 
the glossy, slippery liquid this time, he allowed his index finger to slip back inside but this time he didn’t stop 
until his top knuckle rested against James' ass and his finger just wouldn't go deeper. James mewled again, 


louder this time, but it was partly muffled by the fabric covering his face. 


Jason moved the digit in and out, slowing on the stroke outwards only to stab it back in James moaned each 
time, despite the fact that Jason had purposely avoided his prostate so far. When he pulled almost all the way 
out and then shoved both fingers in there without a warning, James' upper body reared up, his hair cascading 
down his strong shoulder blades and his head thrown back His arms were taut as bowsprings, tugging hard at 
their bonds but to no avail. When Jason repeated the motion, James‘ reaction was less blatant but still worth 


noting. 


‘Didn't know you liked it so much, if | had, | woulda tried this ages ago; the bassist taunted, wanting to stir 


more of a reaction. 
‘Shut up,' whimpered James, but it had obviously been designed to come out as a growl. 


Jason snorted at James' trying and failing to appear threatening. He was as tame and meek as they came when 
in this position, submissive but alluring. Instead, Jason allowed his eyes to view the action going on, curling his 
fingers to stretch the space he'd soon be sinking his leaking dick into. And fuck, would that be glorious to own 
James. Sliding his callused fingertips along the satine walls, he soon found the telltale lump he'd been searching 
for. For good measure, he poked both fingers hard into the sensitive spot, and James’ violent whine was music 
to his ears. James who was always so quiet apparently couldn't keep his mouth shut seen assaulted in the 
right sense. So Jason went with the rubbing again, first up and down and then side to side, watching James 
keen and begin to shamelessly rock his hips. It was only restrained grinds, but Jason could still feel them. It 


meant that James was losing control. Another poke and James‘ body sagged to the bed, a throaty sob escaping 
his lips. 


This caught Jason's attention, made him frown as concern welled up inside. He wasn't hurting James, was he? 
Somewhere deep down in his mind he knew he wanted to hurt the younger man, make him suffer, but he had 


always been one to follow his heart, so instead he stopped to gently extract his fingers. 
You alright.” 
A weak snort, just fuck me already. Fuck me: 


Jason couldn't hold back the groan those words tore from his chest. Liquid heat washed through his body and 
settled in his already tight groin, made his balls pull up and his cock jump. He felt the fat glob or pre cum 
weeping from the head, leaving a growing wet patch in his underwear. Jason fumbled for both jeans and briefs 
and pulled everything down to his knees, his cock bouncing out and bobbing free. He wasn't sure he'd fit inside 
that tiny passage exposed before him without force, but damn if he wouldn't make it happen. Once again the 
bottle of lube came in handy, as he drenched his more than ready dick with the contents. To smear it evenly, 
he gave himself a couple of languid strokes, realizing only then how close to the brink he already was. Part of 


him hoped James was even closer as he rubbed his thumb over the shaft. 


With shaking hands, nerves making his body jittery, Jason's thumbs parted the cheeks, and he shifted until he 
could nudge his fat cock head against the pucker. He watched in awe as it fluttered again, opening up for him. 
Shifting, Jason used one hand at the side of James‘ waist for leverage while he held onto his dick with the 
other, steadying it enough to push the head inside. He was already in heaven once the ring of muscle finally 
gave way, enveloping the head in the tightest vice it had ever been in. Gasping at the clutching sensation, the 
bassist using both hands for support now, as he sunk further into the smooth channel with each deliberate 
thrust he made. James‘ hands curled into fists, his shoulders shaking with strain when Jason's hips finally 
brushed against the plump ass cheeks. Jason was balls deep, squeezed enough to feel like his body was melting. 
James' was divinely hot inside, the heat setting him on fire as well. 


‘Tuck - James.’ was all Jason could muster up to say, having to take a moment just to get used to what was 
happening. He felt dizzy with pleasure already, and James' ass clenched around him, making him see stars. It 
was definitely worth anything James could throw at him as punishment. 


Beneath him, the singer had stilled, head turned to the side and his heavy panting followed by Jason's deep 
breathing were the only noises in the room. A wetness stained the red fabric of the bandana posed above 
James' eyes a dark ruby shade, and a trail of drooled spit clung to his bushy mustache. That vision 
accompanied by the slight creaking of bed springs as tremors passed through their bodies had Jason making 
up his mind for good. 


He didn't ask for permission to move, but then he didn't have to. He rose up on his knees and brought James’ 
lower body with him, finding an angle that suited them both before he pulled back and slammed himself back 
in, the head of his cock jabbing straight into James‘ sweet spot on cue. He gripped at James‘ hips, feeling sharp 


hip bones dig into his sweaty palms while he buried his nails in soft tan flesh. James whined on each impact 
and dropped his head forwards between his arms. Jason repeated the action, pleased to earn a similar result. 
There was nothing tender about this, it had been about control from the very beginning and now Jason finally 
had that control trapped in his hand. He forced his eyes to remain open, watching his cock disappear into the 
willing body beneath him and the fact that it was James’ willing body made the experience so much more 


intense whole the pucker stretched to accommodate his shaft. 


The older man's thrusts were getting more erratic the closer he came to the edge, and he leant in as far as 
he could, until his chest was against James‘ sweat soaked back. Until he could use his nose to swipe damp 
blonde curls aside and expose James nape. Until he could clamp his teeth down on the flesh and leave angry, 
bright red bite marks in their wake. He did it again and again, punctuating his wild rutting with bites as he 
rammed into James. The pleasure sobs James' let out settled in a burning ball of need at the pit of belly. 


You like this? Like bein my whore? ‘Cause you're my whore now, James, you're fuckin’ mine, Jason breathed, 
watching James‘ shoulders draw up and then hunch, hearing the broken moans that spilled from the taller 


man's throat. ‘Gonna cum for me? Gonna lemme know what a good whore you are? Go on James. Cum. Cum 


hard: 


That was all it took, James gave a full body shudder, his mouth falling open into a wail of pleasure, a wail of 
Jason's own name none the less, and the bassist could see all the little emotions dancing across James‘ face in 
the split of a second despite his eyes being covered as his orgasm raced through his veins. And then the 
churning from within pulled out Jason's own climaxe. His hips stuttering, he managed to deliver three more 
thrust, stirring his cock around before he buried himself and held still, filling James to the brim with his hefty 
load. Claiming James as his prey, whereas he was the predator. He savoured every sensation of the moment, 
and of the post orgasmic haze that claimed them both as the sunk down in a heap of trembling limbs and 
sticky body fluids. 


It took Jason quite a while to gain the strength to move, pulling his now limp dick out and watching the trail of 
white cum that followed when is slipped from James‘ spent rose. The seed oozed down between James’ ass 
cheeks in small droplets. The only evidence of what had transpired. Slowly, the older man sat up, running in 
hand through his matted brunette curls. He watched James’ still submissive posture, and then shifted to reach 
up and pull the blind fold over his head. Dazed blue eyes flickered open and looked up at him from beneath 
hooded lids, stung by prickling light as they watched Jason free the tied up wrists as well. No anger, no spite, 
no fists. The blonde appeared only satisfied and sated when he sunk down onto the mattress and curled his 
arms up beneath his head. Jason exhaled the relieved breath he hadn't known he was holding. 


‘If you're.. plannin’ on a second ‘round, you better lemme fuckin’ rest first, the singer muttered drowsily, 


before his eyes slid shut again 
‘Sure: 


Jason felt as if the weight of the world had just been lifted from his shoulders as he listened to the soft 


snores reaching his ears. 


